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Five Little Brothers 


Five little brothers set out together 
To journey the livelong day, 
In a curious carriage all made of leather 
They hurried away, away! 
One big brother and three quite small, 
And one wee fellow, no size at all. 


The carriage was dark and none too roomy 
And they could not move about; 
The five little brothers grew very gloomy, 
And the wee one began to pout, 
Till the biggest one whispered, ‘“What do you say, 
Let’s leave the carriage and run away!” 


So out they scampered, the five together, 
And off and away they sped! 
When somebody found that carriage of leather, 
Oh my! how she shook her head. 
Twas her little boy’s shoe, as every one knows, 
And the five little brothers, were five little toes. 
—Ella Wheeler Wilcox. 


| = 


VoL. XXI MARCH, 1916 

A GARDEN FAIR 


Heten A. Fusset 


I will sing you a song 
Of a garden fair, 
Wherein were sown seeds 
That brought blossoms rare. 


Love, joy, and kindness, 
And hearty good cheer, 
Were the seeds that were sown 


And flowered here. 


The garden fair 
Was a little child’s mind, 

And the seeds were these thoughts— 
Just the very best kind. 


THE SEED FAIRY 


The children of the family, two bright little girls, 
were planting sunflower seeds in their particular garden 
patch, not far from my window. The elder—who counts 
Hans Andersen and Grimm Brothers as her dearest friends, 
and lives much of the time in a beautiful world of her own 
fancy—was talking, and I paused in my work to listen. 

‘Do you know there is a fairy shut up in every one 
of these brown seeds?” she said. ‘“When she gets out, she 
will grow up ever so tall, and wear a golden crown on her 
head.” 

“But how does she get out?” asked the little sister, 
with lively interest. 

“Oh, she just grows out. She keeps wanting to, and 
wanting to so hard, that at last she pushes right through the 
shell and puts her head out; and then she is all right, and 
soon climbs up out of the ground. You'll see her by and 


by.”"—A. M. Mitchell. 
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THE LITTLE YELLOW CUR 


CATHERINE WALLACE 


OWN through the quiet streets of Aurora, the 
syringa and lilac bushes were flinging their 
sweet-scented blossoms out in the sunshine. 
And the soft spring air spoke of springtime and 
playtime. 

Girls and boys hung on open gates and 
chatted to each other in a pleasant, old-fash- 
ioned way. 

On the front porch of the elegant Yale home, a family 
group had gathered to enjoy the warm, soft evening air. 

Little Walter Yale turned in at the garden gate, 
flushed, excited and bare-headed, his blue eyes eager with 
delight and pride. Close at his heels tagged a disreputable 
looking dog—a poor bedraggled specimen of doghood—un- 
speakably ugly in appearance, but faithful and loving as 
you shall hear. 

One of the poor creature’s ears was torn and ragged, 
a drooping tail with a small, lean, scrawny body, and a 
general hang-dog look, made him anything but attractive. 

As Walter caught sight of his mother and father on 
the porch, he called out: “‘He’s mine to keep! he’s mine 
to keep! honest and true, a man gave him to me; I’ve named 
him Lion. I'll bet he'll be like a lion, too, when he grows 
up. Ajn’t he fine, papa? Ajin’t he a nice doggie, 
mamma >” 

Some one on the porch laughed loudly and soon 
there was a chorus of protest. 

“But, my dear, you cannot keep that dirty dog, that 
homely, no-account dog. Take him to the gate and send 
him off,” said Walter's mother; “‘send him off at once.” 

Aunt Maria gathered the skirts of her silk gown about 
her. “‘Mercy, child!” said she, “‘of all things, for anybody 
to impose on a child by giving him a filthy mongrel like that.” 

Little Walter stood looking in surprise from face to 
face. ‘“‘Don’t you like my doggie?” he slowly inquired 
and then turned sadly to his father. ‘“‘Can’t I keep him, 
father? I won't let him bother anybody, or come inside the 
house, and I'll feed him my own self and everything.” 
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His father smiled into the little fellow’s eyes; it was 
hard to refuse him—but this worthless cur. 

“‘Let him go, my son,” he said kindly, “‘and we will 
get a clean, well-bred one; such a dog as that would dis- 
grace the family. I never saw such a dirty, meechy looking 
thing in all my life.” 

The little boy’s eyes filled with tears and he buried 
his face in his mother’s lap. 

“There! there! dear! father knows best; he will get 
you a nice dog for your very own.” 

Smothered sobs rose from her lap and Walter lifted a 
tear-stained face. ‘“‘But I don’t want another dog, I want 
to keep Lion; he hasn’t got any home, or any little boy; I 
want him for my very own.” 

The miserable dog crawled close beside Walter, hang- 
ing a dejected head in silent sympathy. In dog fashion he 
understood that he was in a hostile camp. 

Rich Aunt Maria rose, shook out her silken skirts and 
paused in the doorway, saying, “I hope you'll be firm with 
your child and not give into his foolish whims by allowing 
him to keep that ugly mongrel.” 

~ “You really must send him away,” said Walter’s 
noes ““we can’t have such a specimen of doghood around 
ere. 

Walter went slowly down to the gate, the dog follow- 
ing close to his heels. He went far down the street and tried 
hard to speak sternly. The dejected dog looked at him in 
wounded surprise, slunk away and disappeared. 

The family drew a breath of relief when Walter came 
home without the dog. His mother held him closely in her 
arms, but his little heart was hot with resentment. Sobs 
loud and long came from the disappointed boy. 

Walter was up bright and early the next morning and, 
in boyish fashion, rushed out to greet the new day. Sitting 
lonely on the steps of the front porch was the despised dog. 
Into the house boy and dog ran to proclaim the glad tidings. 

“What!” said his father, “that dog back again? 
Well, sonny, if mother will let him stay, I don’t care.” 

So at last the homely dog found a good home. He 
tried humbly to make friends with the whole family, but 
Aunt Maria was not to be propitiated. She hated the dog 
with a vigorous hatred. 
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Lion and his master were never apart. They were 
happy as only a boy and dog can be in a sleepy, quiet town, 
where woods and streams lie close at hand. They spent 
long hours down by the creek where they waded and fished. 

But a day came when there was sorrow and gloom in 
the old white house, for Walter had been missing for hours 
and could not be found. The town had been scoured for 
news of him, when suddenly the despised yellow cur rushed 
frantically into the house, caught the mother’s skirt in his 
teeth, and running backward pulled her to the porch. 

The next moment Walter’s father rushed out and fol- 
lowed the dog. The mother’s brain was working fast, as 
she and the crowd followed the onrushing dog, his ragged 
ear drooping dejectedly above one eye, but the other alert 
with hope. 

The dog turned in towards the village pond, his spas- 
modic barking telling as plain as could be that the call was 
urgent. Walter's little hat and shoes lying on the ground 
told the tale that he was drowning in the marsh. 

Devoted, frantic little Lion started to digging and 
splashing like mad, through the mire and mud. That’s what 
the crowd saw as they turned into the open pasture. Every 
moment wasted told what might mean life and death. It 
all seemed like a nightmare, as the mother gazed on her boy 
lying in the marsh, cold, stiff and pale as death. 

Lion sniffs and looks on while they wrap the boy in 
a blanket. He touches the limp hand with his tongue to 
- sure there is some life there, and turns and scampers 
off. 

The expression of undying trust in the dog’s eyes and 
the tempest of joy that his short, lumpy tail expressed, made 
the occupants of the aristocratic house of Yale simply ca- 
pitulate to the yellow cur. 

He is no longer an unwelcome guest. Sunshine has 
come into his life. It came through doing a good deed, as 
most sunshine comes. 

The time came when Walter was able to be up and 
around the garden, followed by his devoted little companion, 
Lion. That bright morning the yellow cur simply lost his 
wits. He howled and barked and leaped and chased his 
own tail round and round until he fell over in a veritable 
bundle of joy. 
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Jewel, Radiance, Gloria, Joy, 
Come with smiling faces; 

Lend a helping hand to shed 
Light in all dark places. 


THE WEE “SMA” VOICE 
Uncie Booker 


When you heed the voice of conscience, 
You will never scold nor fret; 

And your tongue will never utter 
Words that you will need regret. 


Listen, listen very closely, 
For the wee Voice whispers low; 
And where’er it guides your footsteps, 
ere ‘tis safe for you to go. 
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BODSTER CLUB 


* aparaiige: radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the 
worid. 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and 
speak no evil. 

Requirement! for membership—A simple request addressed to the 
Secretary of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reporls—A\li reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month 
before the date of issue. 

ID YOU ever see a month slip by like February 
has? Of course it must have been the good 
things that the Boosters were doing that made 
the time fly so fast. Time is a very peculiar 
thing. It flies when you are busy, and creeps 
when you are idle. It has wings when you 
love your work, and it moves no faster than a 
wiggly worm when you pout and are disagree- 

able. Oh, I forgot, Boosters never pout or fret, so there is 
no use talking about how time goes slowly, because it always 
flies for the Boosters. 

We have one of the sweetest little girls in the Unity 
Boosters. She is a wee little mite and her name is Katherine. 
Sometime maybe we shall have her picture. The other day 
she thought she wanted some bread and jam. It was nearly 
lunch time, so mamma would not let her have anything to 
eat. She did not pout! No, not Katherine. She thought 
a while and lisped, “‘Mamma, where isth Dod>?’’ “God is 
in you, dear,” said mamma. “‘Isth he wite down here in 
me?” said Katherine, putting her hand over her stomach. 
““Yes, dear,” said mamma. “Then, mamma, I should love 
to send some bread and jam down to Dod!” I believe that 
God got the refreshments. 

And now, dears, let’s have the Booster letters. —Roval. 

West Branch, Mich. 
Dear Mr. Royal—We missed our last meeting, but all our other 
meelings have been good, and we expect the next will be too. We 
intend to keep right on with our Child Garden lessons for months and 
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months to come, because all of us like them so well. We didn’t get 
hurt quarreling with other children, or with each other during the - 
holidays, but because we fell on the ice. You see it rains here one 
day and freezes before the next morning, and then the roads and 
streets are just one slippery glare of ice, and most everybody goes 
along slipping and falling. Why! even our cat, Thomas W. Tucker 
Pewavfie, kept falling when he tried to go to the barn. A neighbor's 
hens went sprawling about in their yard, acting as though they were 
drunk. If you have any statement that is specially good for slippery 
ice, please tell us what it is in WEE Wispom. Mother was telling 
me about a prince who is a vegetarian; he had two dogs that he fed 
no meat for sixteen years, and though they were naturally very cross 
and ferocious, they became gentle and played like puppies. I wish 
nobody in the world ate meat, or even fed it to their dogs. Three of 
us here never use it. Good-bye, 
I. H. S. Crus, Ernest Balizell, Sec. 


Of course, Ernest, we understand perfectly well that 
your holiday hurts were not from quarreling. How could 
Boosters quarrel! It’s against their principles. But dear 
boy, there is a way of walking, even in slippery places, 
without falling, for it is promised, ‘“Thou hast delivered my 


soul from death, mine eyes from tears, and my feet from 
falling.” 

Dear little Sir Tammie is here from the Rosemary 
Cattery, wearing a red ribbon he won at the big Los Angeles 
Cat Show. His report is very interesting, but there are so 
many to be heard from we can only give the main points of 
his letter. 

My Dear Friends—I'm going to tell you about the big Los 
Angeles Cat Show. Our mistress, Aunt Helen, was show manager; 
and that made us proud, for it is a great thing, they say, to manage 
250 cats and a whole lot of humans beside. I was the only one 
shown from this Cattery. Aunt Mary took me to Los Angeles in a 
little black bag, with my head peeping out, which was fine, for | 
could see everybody and everything on the way. She said I was 
good. I stayed there for three days and I liked it. Every night they 
took me home. I came home with a nice bright red ribbon, but next 
year, if I go maybe I'll be first and get a silver cup. Lots of these 
cats and kittens got cups and vases and painted cards and all kinds of 
prizes, that only our mistresses who take care of us have use for; but 
it is an honor any way, so we like it. Aunt Mary bought violets and 
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some blue ribbons to decorate my cage. Lots of cats had carnations, 
ferns and holly berries on theirs, it was so near Christmas, you know. 
The cats at the show were all colors. I saw them all, for Aunt Mary 
carried me about and let me peep into their cages, ‘cause I'm a Booster 
and I don’t growl and spit. 

Some of the cats were orange, like me and orange tabby. 
The white cats come first in a show, white with blue eyes are con- 
sidered the best; then come white with orange eyes. A white cat 
should never have green eyes, for then he'll lose his prize. Silver 
cats come next, then shaded silver, and black and blue. (Did you 
know cats were blue? Well, that’s Maltese color.) Then tortoise- 
shell, brown-tabby, cream or fawn, and A. O. C., which means any 
other color. French Reds are almost the same as orange cats, only 
a deeper color. We have some reds in our cattery. Do you know, 
there is no such thing yet as a tortoiseshell male cat. All the fanciers 
—those people that raise cats and love them—want to get one. The 
first person that can produce a male tortoiseshell cat will be given 
- $1000 for it. There are lots of girl tortoiseshells—we have Fleur de 
Lis, and she is known to be a beauty. I'll tell you more about cats 
another tyne. 

Flaxie Frizzle has gone to live with a WEE Wispom reader, who 
is now a grown lady in Pasadena, and she is having such a good time. 
The lady told Aunt Mary that “Flaxie runs the house and everyone in 
it.” Isn't that funny? 

Farewell for now and a jolly sisal year for you all. Yours, of 
the red ribbon, Sir Tammie II or Orance. 

(Per his Secretary, Mary B. de Witt.) 

P. S.—I forgot to tell that Brother Jean was best cat in 
Glendale Pet Stock Show, and came home with a blue ribbon, and so 
did Polly Tums, and Paul and Flaxie and Blackfeather—T7ammie. 


Cornelia is present with a splendid report. Think how 
industrious her club must be to have forty members! Good 
for you, “Happy Thoughters,” you are making an atmos- 
phere that will drive grouches out of the country. 


Grand Rapids, Wis. 
Dear Boosters—We've had two meetings at our house; we had 
lots of fun playing games. I have a whole book of games and we 
select them from that: We've had two new members each time and 
now we have nearly forty. Mamma is reading us “Wee Wisdom's 
Way,” and since it is going to be put in moving pictures, I hope it 
will visit Grand Rapids. I’m making quite a few valentines with 
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Brother George. It’s very pretty around here, with all the trees 
covered with ice. It’s snowing now, so that makes them all the 
prettier. The ice is very heavy, too. One man weighed a limb of a 
tree the other day and found that it was just fourteen times as heavy 
with the ice on as it was without it. 

Cornelia Paulus, for the Happy THOUGHTERS. 


Clarence, Iowa. 

Dear Wet Wispom—I thought I would write you a letter to let 
you know that I receive you. I've named our pet squirrel I told you 
about, Fanny. We watched him Sunday. There is a hole in our 
corn crib and he must have found it, for yesterday he was crawling 
into it to get some corn for his mate. He tried to get an ear of corn 
through the hole, but the ear was too big, so he came out and started 
to scold the dog. Fido did not care, so Fanny went back to try 
again to get the ear of corn out, but without success. He scolded 
Fido again, but it was no use. He went back for the third time and 
tossed the corn about, but he did not succeed this time. Fido must 
have awaked, for he ran to the corn crib. This frightened Fanny and 
he ran away. So I took a pail, filled it with corn and hung the pail 
in the tree. In the evening I looked to see if the corn was gone, but 
it was just as I had left it. I was going to scold Fido for scaring 
Fanny away just as I thought of the verse we learned in school about 
the weather. Here it is: 


“When the weather is wet, “When the weather is warm, 
We must not fret. We must not storm, 
When the weather is cold, But be thankful together, 
We must not scold. Whatever the weather!” 


I think it is a very good verse. We are starting an art gallery at 
school. I will tell you how our teacher thought of it. Some of the 
pupils were so poor in their studies that she said, “If you get above 
75 per cent in all your work for two weeks | will take your picture.” 
I think the plan is fine, don’t you? From a true Booster, 


Harold Ruther. 


Harold’s letter and selection are both first-class. It is 
an excellent thing to “‘be thankful together, whatever the 
weather,” and this letter sounds as though he might always 
follow this advice. We are all interested in your account 
of your pet squirrel, Harold, but oughtn’t you to call him 
Mr. Fanny, since you hint of his mate who might be known 
as Mrs. Fanny? The idea of an art gallery is a good one, 
and of course Harold’s picture belongs there. 
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Here’s Marie with a story, and doesn’t she tell it well > 
It most makes us all wish we had a kitten. Why didn’t 
you bring Tabby along, Marie? We'd like to play with 


him, too. Muskegon, Mich, 
Dear Wees—As | am so interested in your WEE Wispom books 
and like your stories so well, 1 am going to write you a true story about 
my kitten: 
One night a man left four sweet little kittens 
"| in a basket on a street corner. I got one of them, 
and named it Tabby. My mother and | went 
to the store and got a pint of milk for him. That 
night he slept in a clothes basket, and did not 
wake up until four o'clock in the morning. He 
was the most playful kitten you ever saw. One 
of his favorite games was “tag.” If he could 
not tag me by going around the bed, he would 
go under the bed and tag me with his paws. He 
also played hide-and-go-seek with me. I would 
hide sometimes, but most of the time he would 
hide. He would hide behind the table and 
behind the door, and when I would come to find 
him he would jump out at me and then run and 
hide again. Sometimes he would get under the 
Ba| sideboard and stick his little paw out and shake 
B| it at me. When he gets hungry in the night he 
goes into mother’s bedroom and meows until 
mother wakes up, and then he leads her to the cupboard. Sometimes 
when he wants to go outdoors, mother will tell him to say “please” 
and he will say, “meow.” One of his greatest pleasures is to lie on 
my dollie’s lap. 1 love my kitty very much. Your WEE Wispom 
friend, Marie Martell. 


St. Joseph, Mo. 

Dear Mrs. Fillmore—My three sisters, Jewel, Gloria, Joy, and 
myself attend Sunday School at our Unity Center here. We learn so 
many good things, and we are so happy that we have a school where 
we can get an understanding of the Truth, and can learn how to keep 
well and strong. We do love WEE Wispom so, and look forward to 
its arrival each month. It always brings joy and gladness when it 
comes, and I wish every little boy and girl could read it. Its stories 
never fill you full of fear, so that you are afraid to go in a dark room 
and to bed alone at night. Instead, it fills you full of courage and 
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gives you pleasant thoughts to dream on. Much love to all the Wees 
and yourself. Your little friend in the Truth, Radiance Zollinger. 


We are glad of Radiance’s good letter. What won- 
derful names she and her sisters have! You will find the 
whole bunch of them somewhere in WEE WIsDoM this 
month. 

Demesne Road, Ireland. 
Dear Mr. Royal—We would like to start a Booster Club, but 
there are only three of us. Please send us three pins and tell us how 


to start a club. With best wishes, Emily Martin. 


What a long way Emilie’s letter had to come—clear 
from Ireland! But it has arrived safely, and we are very 
glad to welcome Emily to our Booster family. “You will 
find the necessary directions for starting a club at the be- 
ginning of the Booster Department. How often you shall 
meet, and where, will be for you to decide. It won’t be 
long, Emily, if you follow the Principles of the Booster 
Club, till everybody will be wanting to join you. 


OUR WONDER ROOM 


THE WONDER BULB 


I found it a few weeks ago when I was cleaning the 
pantry. It was hidden away in an old brown crock on the 
top shelf and looked just like a dried onion. It wasn’t a bit 
pretty, and Curtis wondered why I didn’t throw it away. 
Instead I planted it in some rich earth in the tiny green 
windowbox in the kitchen. And now, would you believe 
it, a tiny green shoot an inch long has appeared. It looked 
dead, as dead as could be, yet away inside there was life, 
waiting to be called forth. ‘When we were downtown the 
other day we saw in a florist’s window such lovely purple 
and white and pink flowers. ‘““There,”’ I said to Curtis, 
“these are hyacinths. That little green plant in our kitchen 
window will be as pretty as these, some day. Isn't it won- 
derful that out of such a dry old bulb can come such fresh 
beauty and fragrance >” 


“The child is the universe; in him lies all the poten- 
tiality of God.” 


WEE WISDOM 


BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS 
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Lesson 11, Marcu 12 
HEROES AND MARTYRS OF FAITH—Heb. 11:1, 31-40; 
12:1-2. 

Gotpen Text—Let us run with patience the race that is set be- 
fore us, looking unto Jesus, the author and perfector of our faith.— 
Heb. 12:1-2. 

We are learning that life was meant to be beautiful, and that if 
we obey the law of the Christ Spirit within us, we can bring into our 
lives full measure of joy and contentment. Within the soul of each 
of us lie all possibilities. That we may become able to exercise this 
power within, we must develop Faith. 

When Jesus began to gather his disciples Peter was the first 
called. Peter means faith. It is necessary that we have faith before 
we can express in our lives the health and happiness that are rightfully 
ours. _All good is ours for the taking, but it requires faith to take 
what we cannot see with our outer eyes. Many of us are unaccustomed 
to looking within. We have only learned to use our outer eyes, there- 
fore we can see only those things which are material. We cannot see 
the spiritual things with material eyes. We need the eye of faith, We 
know that only the Good is true, but there are times when we do not 
seem able to see the Good in certain things. Then we need to declare 
our faith in Good in spite of what our outer eyes show us. If we persist 
in saying that only the Good is true in spite of appearances, we are 
developing the eye of faith within us. After a time it will become so 
powerful that we will be able to see the everywhere-present Good at 
all times and outer appearances will cease to trouble us. 


Lesson 12, Marcu 19 
PHILIP AND THE ETHIOPIAN—Acts 8:26-40. 
Text—Understandest thou what thou readest?—Acts 
8:30. 

To day we have the story of Philip, going down toward Gaza and 
teaching the Ethiopian, whom he met on the way, about Jesus. This 
lesson reads like a fairy story. Imagine the desert road, and the Ethi- 
opian, who had been to Jerusalem, returning homeward. Probably 
he was very richly dressed and made a gorgeous appearance as he 
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traveled along. He was reading Scripture, but was unable to under- 
stand the ing. Doubtless he was wishing for someone to explain 
~ it all to him, when suddenly in the road beside the chariot, there ap- 
peared a man, asking, “Understandest thou what thou readest?” 
Promptly the Ethiopian answered, “No,” and invited Philip into his 
chariot to tell him about it. Doesn't that sound like Aladdin and the 
Wonderful Lamp? 

This story contains a truth which will help us in aur lives. 
Philip means Power. The Ethiopian typifies lack of knowledge or 
lack of light. If we seem to lack any good thing in our lives, there 
is a dark spot somewhere within us. We have allowed untrue thoughts 
to hold sway. The Light of Truth needs to be turned on all such 
spots. We should send our Philip to explain and dissolve-the shad- 
ows. Our Philip is the power of the Christ within us. If there seems 
to be lack of health or joy or understanding, we can close our eyes 
and send this power coursing through every atom of our minds and 
bodies, until we realize that all good is ours. Within every one of 
us there is this great power, which, if developed by use will flood 
our minds and bodies with the Light of Truth. This Power, when 
we learn to call it forth and put it to work, can do more wonderful 
and beautiful things than the genii of the lamp ever dreamed of doing. 


Lesson 13, MARCH 26 
REVIEW. 


Gotp—EN Text—They shall hunger no more, neither thirst any 
more; neither shall the sun strike upon them, nor any heat; for the 
Lamb that is in the midst of the throne shall be their shepherd, and 
shall guide them unto fountains of waters of life; and God shall wipe 
away every tear from their eyes.—Rev. 7:16, 17. 


One of the best ways of reviewing is to take from each lesson 
one central thought which can be applied in our own lives. 

The following outline is merely a suggestion. The teacher may 
choose the thoughts or give each pupil a lesson from which to form- 
ulate a thought. 

Lesson 1—I am willing to let the Truth of God shine through me. 

Lesson 2—I am a child of God, and the kingdom of heaven is 
within me. 

Lesson 3—Through Christ, the Truth within me, I am free. 

Lesson 4—I am led of the Spirit into all Good. 

Lesson 5—To all whom I meet I give freely of the love and 
faith within me > 
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Lesson 6—AIl power is mine, in the name of Jesus Christ. 

Lesson 7—Infinite Love casts out all selfishness from my heart. 

Lesson 8—God's truth and sincerity are now expressed in me. 

Lesson 9—Divine Order and Harmony are now established in me. 

Lesson 10—I have faith in the power within me. 

Lesson 11—I believe that only the Good is true. 

Lesson 12—All doubt and fear is now erased from my mind 
through the Power of the Christ within. 


Lesson |, APRIL 2 
CONVERSION OF SAUL—Acis 9:1-19. 


Gotpen Text—Faithful is the saying and worthy of all accep- 
tation, that Christ Jesus came into the world to save sinners, of whom 


I am the chief —I Tim. 1:15. 


When Saul was on the way to Damascus (where he was going 
to find the disciples and bring them back to Jerusalem) he suddenly 
heard a voice talking to him. Saul had never believed in Jesus and 
he was most bitter against those who did. He had probably been 
making so much noise denouncing them, that he had never had time to 
listen. The voice which Saul heard, came from within. It was the 
Voice of the Spirit trying to guide him. The moment he heard it 
and was convinced of its Truth, he was as anxious to serve as he had 
been to persecute. All the energy Saul had been using against the 
disciples became a power for good when it was turned into the right 
channel. There is nothing but good. Those things which seem bad 
are only good turned wrong side out. Saul leazned this in a startling 
way on the road to Damascus. We must all learn it before we can 
live as children of God should live. 

If we would learn the true way of life, we should listen to the 
Voice within. We should be still each day and let the real of us 
speak. Then all our energy would be directed in the right direction. 
If we are not too noisy and are not paying too much attention to outer 
things, we can always hear the Voice. If we follow its guidance, all 
our energies wil] be rightly directed. 


“Wear a smile on your face, 
Keep a laugh in your heart, 
Let your lips bubble over with song; 
"Twill lighten your load 
As you travel life’s road, 
And help other trav’lers along.” 


WEE WISDOM 


BLANCHE’S CORNER 


We've been reading “Alice In 

Wonderland.”” My! but it is interest- 

ing. All about the bottle which said, 

‘Drink me,” and the little cakes which 

» said, “Eat me.” We held our breath 

every time for fear Alice would grow 

the wrong way. Then the doors—we 

love to read about doors, it’s so much 

fun guessing what will be on the other 

side. The very best door we have met 

is the tiny one which led out into the “beautiful garden.” 

It took Alice so long to get through that door that we began 

to think she never would do it. However, at last she did 

get out among the bright flower beds and the cool fountains, 
and everything was lovely. 

The only thing we didn’t like in the whole story was 
that to get into the Wonderland, Alice had to go down, 
down, down that dark rabbit hole. Some day we are 
going to write a story about Wonderland and the path is 
going to lead up, not down. Not straight up like a rocket, 
that’s too fast, you couldn’t properly see things on the way, 
but sort of winding upward like smoke or something. We 
won't have our Alice get small and then large in such a 
confusing way. We'll have her change though, else it 
wouldn’t be Wonderland. Her eyes will get brighter and 
stronger as she goes up, so she can see for miles and miles, 
and when she gets "way up over the house tops she will 
smell the loveliest smell; just like violets and sweet peas, and 
maybe like supper cooking. That’s the way Wonderland 
ought to smell. 

The higher up she goes the stronger she'll get and the 
loving-er. She will be so happy by the time she reaches the 
first cloud that she will laugh right out loud and keep on 
laughing as long as she is in Wonderland. At least, if not 
out loud, then inside. 

If she’s hungry about that time, she’ll break off a piece 
of cloud to eat. It will taste like the candy the machines 
spin out at parks and fairs, you know. It will be good at 
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any rate, and just touch the spot. The things Alice eats 
will make her beautiful. She will meet lovely ladies and 
round babies and strong men; oh! everybody and everything 
will be good to look at in our Wonderland. 

There will be doors, too, lots of them, and there will 
be Magic Words to open them. Words with a nice sound 
like “‘Harmony” and “‘Lavendar.” There will be fountains 
too, and lakes to swim in; you won't have to have water- 
wings to hold you up; you just know how to swim. It won’t 
be hard to learn things. When our Alice wants to know 
anything, she will just stop still and listen. There will be 
music—soft like ‘“‘Bye-lows,”’ and then she will know. 

Maybe she’ll stay in Wonderland and send for her 
Mother and Daddy, and all her friends. Maybe she’ll 
come back and teach folks how to build a Wonderland 
here. How would vou fix it> We haven't planned out all 
the things she'll do. Perhaps you can think of something. 
If you do, just write to us in our corner and tell us about it, 
for some day or other we certainly must write that story. 


Ae mother had promised to bring something very nice 
for each of her two boys, if they proved to be good boys 
during her absence which was to last a week. The boys 
-had been expecting her to arrive home last Saturday night; 
but Saturday morning, at breakfast, father opened the mail 
and regretfully said: 

“T am sorry to disappoint you, boys, but mother won’t 
be back until Tuesday.” 

““Gee,”” the older boy sighed, “‘that’s terrible!” 

““What father asked. 

“Why,” replied the younger boy, “you know mother 
promised to bring us something if we were good while she 
was away 

“Wel,” asked father, “what of it>”’ 

“Oh gee, Dad, we can’t keep this up forever.” 

Easy to see those boys are not Boosters, isn’t it? For 
Boosters know it would be possible to keep good all the time, 
and find it a pleasure instead of a task.—M. B. A. 


Ye are all the children of light, and the children of the 
day: we are not of the night, nor of darkness.—I. Thes. 5:5. 
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MARCH, 1916 


LITTLE HELPERS 
I’m only a wee-little, kind-little Thought, 
Think me all the day, 
Then I'll fly to somebody else 
And help them on the way. 


I’m only a wee-little, kind-little Word, 
Speak me through the day, 
And you will help the burden roll, 


From somebody’s heart away. 


I’m only a wee-little, kind-little Deed, 
Act me all the day, 
And I'll bring back a blessing sweet 


I’ve gathered along the way. 
—M. 


Dear Reaper: _ When you find a blue blank pasted on this 
page, you will know that it is time for you to renew your subscription. 
I want to visit you every month, for I have many good things in 
store for you, but of course I cannot come if you do not send my 
traveling expenses. Please let me hear from you just as soon as you 
receive the notice. 
Yours in Love and Truth. 
WEE WISDOM, 917 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 


OUR MAGIC PILLOWS 
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